CHAPTER VIII

CHRISTMAS EVE:    (ll)  IN THE CATHEDRAL

IT happened on this evening that between the hours
of six and seven no living human being was to be
seen within the walls of the great church.

Evensong was over; no lingering tourists paced
the nave. Broad and his assistant, Titchett, had
gone to their homes to have a bite and a drink before
the evening service. Beyond the Precincts all the
town was alive. Within the Cathedral there was
life also.

Outwardly there was a great peace and silence
and a half dusk, half dark, through which frag-
ments of gold, of purple stone, of coloured glass,
shimmered*

Soon Broad would be here to switch on the electric
light and a glory of colour would shine; now the
light and colour were of another kind.

No one can tell us what is life and what is death*
We are certain of nothing save of the life of our
bodies, which is the least of all our lives, It is sure,
however, that no stone is raised to the glory of God
that has not, because of that glory, life. Much
preparation therefore was going forward now within
this building and a great multitude was at work.

The centres of activity in this Cathedral are the
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